indeed merchants at all, but officers of the Persian Office
of Foreign Commerce. They offered her sweetmeats
and sorbet; she talked with them for a few minutes.
Their older friend, who was certainly a Greek, asked
her if she had been long in Antioch and had come
directly from The City. He seemed relieved to find
that she had come from Alexandria and had not been
in The City for a little more than a year.

He added, "As it happens, there is a jeweller near
here, who might be of help to you. He has done little
things for me from time to time. If you would have no
objection, I would show you to his shop; he is close to
this, just off the main road."

Theodora always shrank from the offers of help of un-
known men; however, she had no reason to distrust this
man; her need was great; she, therefore, accepted the
offer gladly.

"It is but a step," he said.

The members of the Commission bade her farewell
with much charming politeness; the older man showed
her out, and then into the street, to a lane leading down
the hill.

"This man to whom we're going," he said, "is called
Red Peter; he is a very shrewd jeweller. What he does
not know about stones is not worth knowing. He does
a large business inland with Persians and even into India;
some of his clients may care for your things."

With this, they reached the door of a discreet house,
with nothing of the shop about it, except the notice
"Peter & Son, Eastern Merchants". Peter himself opened
the door to them, and greeted the elderly man with
cringing effusiveness. Theodora concluded that it was
the Son, now, not Peter. The man was youngish, red-
haired, somewhat bald already, pale-faced and weary-